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An Awakened Idea 


Jon awoke with a headache. Him and the rest of the gang had been out partying the night before after their 


Jersey performance. Jon's memory of that night was a blurry mess. He remembered going to a bar after the 
with a killer headache. The time: Il:30 AM. 


"Ah fuck," Jon muttered to himself, sliding off of the bed and making his way over to the kitchen, not even 
bothering to mess with his disheveled hair. He was about to pour himself some coffee when he heard the 
doorbell ring, Livin On A Prayer playing loudly on the speakers. | really need to get that doorbell changed, Jon 
thought to himself as he staggered over to the door, opening it wide, only to find Richie standing there looking 


as lousy as him. 


"What the fuck happened last night?!" Richie exclaimed, moving past Jon, taking his shoes off clumsily before 
stumbling into the kitchen. Jon closed the door behind him and followed Richie to the kitchen, wondering why 
Richie thought he knew what the fuck had happened to them all. 


"Does it look like | fucking know what happened?" Jon responded, collapsing onto one of his dining room chairs as 


he spoke. Richie took one look at Jon and gave a short, humorless laugh as he sat down on the chair across 


from him. 


"Nah man, but | was hopeful" Jon ran his hand though his messy hair and watched Richie figet in his chair, 
looking incrediblely tired as he began rubbing his eyes. 


"Well this is just fucking great!" Jon yelled. "I have a major hangover which, by the way, is making me feel like 
shit and to top it all off, | can't remember a thing of what happened last night! Except for the concert. Thank 
fucking god | remember our concert!" 


No word from Richie, who just sat there, continually rubbing his eyes to the point of dispair. 


| mean, we could of won the lottery or could of hungout with fans or somethin afterward!" More silence from 


the guitar king. 
"Now we'll never know!" He heard Richie let out a small sigh. 


| do remember something that happened last night" he spoke softly, finally removing his hands from his eyes 
and looked directly at Jon. Jon strummed his fingers impatiently against the table, waiting for Richie to explain 
this event that was so unclear to him. What Richie said next was enough to make Jon faint with utter shock. 


"We fucked" The world stopped, at least it did in Jon's mind. All he could do was stare at Richie, his mouth 
gaping, his eyes wide as sausers. Of course Jon had fantasized making love to Richie. Hell how could he not, 
with Richie constantly teasing him during their performances. | mean, he practically begs for him to come 
over, throw his guitar away and tackle him right there on stage, with the millions of fans watching. Jon had to 
restrain himself from that urge everytime. But now, hearing those words came with a feeling of dread. At 
first, came denial. Jon began laughing, but it sounded forced and a little strangled. When he saw that Richie was 
far from finding it to be humorous, Jon stopped laughing. 


"Rich, are you serious?" Jon finally asked, his mouth as dry as the Sahara desert. 
"Yes Jon, I'm fuckin serious!" Jon rarely made Richie mad, but when he did it was never pleasant. 


"How did this happen?" Jon asked slowly, his eyes never leaving Richie's. Richie was back to rubbing his eyes 


agai n. 


"| don't know man, all | know is that we were drinking and we went to another room and bam! Next thing | know, 
I'm on the floor with you on top of me, stripping away our clothes!" Jon could hear Richie's voice shaking as he 
spoke, noticing how he fought to stay calm instead of breaking down in hysterics. And Jon just let Richie 
ramble on, knowing that at some point, he'll stop talking. And when he did stop talking, he began crying. Jon had 
seen only a handful of guys cry in his time and seeing Richie this vunerable and miserable, crying in front of 
him, made Jon feel awful. He hated seeing his best friend like that. Pulling his chair beside Richie's, Jon sat 
down beside him and pulled him in for a tight hug. As Richie sobbed hard against Jon's chest, Jon soothed him 
in the best way that he could, stroking his hair while murmuring that everything would be alright. When the 


last of his sobs died, Richie moved away and wiped the drying tears from his face. They sat in silence for a 


while, neither one moving. It was Richie who spoke first. 


"Jon, | don't want this to ruin our friendship." Jon looked at Richie, who was still looking miserable and helpless. 


Jon felt choked. 


| mean, | feel as though our friendship will be fucking ruined when | tell you that | liked it!" Richie then buried 
his face in his hands, his breath shaky. Jon was stunned. Richie liked it? And here | was, feeling ashamed and 
nervous Jon thought to himself. 


"Hey Rich," Jon said, placing his hand on Richie's shoulder. "Richie, it's alright! Hey, look at mel" Slowly, Richie 
brought his head up and turned to face Jon, his eyes brimming with fresh tears. 


moved his hand to the side of Richie's face, caressing it gently. 


"Yes Richie, | have." Dispite his nervousness, Jon leaned forward until his lips were just inches from Richie's. 
Jon heard Richie's breath hitch before he pressed his lips softly againist his. Richie was the first to pull away, 


his eyes weary. 


"Jon are you sure we should do this? | mean this time being sober and all" Jon could tell that Richie was on 
the fence between pulling him down on the ground and letting him take him all the way to bolting out the door 
and going back to his house. 


"Rich, | love you and | want to do this, soberly, so that I'll actually remember what happens this time," Jon 


replied, wrapping his arms around Richie's neck as he spoke, pressing himself closer to him. 


"Jon, | love you too," Richie murmured, wrapping his arms around Jon's waist. "I love you so damn much!" Jon 
smiled before pressing his mouth firmly against Richie's, his hands digging tightly into his hair. Jon heard Richie 
moan as he pressed even closer to him, rubbing his groin against Richie's. Breaking the kiss, Jon reached down 
and began unbuttoning Richie's shirt, revealing more of his chest as he did. He was about to unzip his pants 
when Richie pushed him away. 


"Not here," he panted out. "Bedroom." They stripped as they hurried to the bedroom, both fully naked when 
they finally made it. Jon backed Richie up, falling on top of him as they landed on the bed. 


‘Oh baby, you feel nice," Richie sighed, rubbing his hands up and down Jon's muscular arms. 
"So do you," Jon replied before pressing his lips urgently against Richie's. Without breaking their kiss, Jon 


reached into his drawer and pulled out his lubrication bottle and a condom packet. Flipping the lid open with 
ease, Jon applied some of the lubrication on his finger, his breath already coming out in pants. Sticking his 


finger in Richie's tightness, he allowed him to ease into it, slowly pulling his finger out and back in again. When 
Richie began to thrust against him, Jon pulled out instantly, leaving Richie whimpering with desire. 


"Okay, you're ready now," Jon murmured, putting the condom on himself. Kissing Richie's neck, Jon slowly 
entered him. 


"Oh fuck!" Richie yelled, gripping Jon's back tightly. 


"You feel so fucking good baby. So fucking good," Jon panted in response before thrusting, groaning when he felt 
himself fully inside of Richie. 


"Damn it Jon, you're killin me!" Jon just grinned at Richie. 


"Well then this will just kill you even more," Jon replied before thrusting harder and faster, his pants coming in 
a frenzy. By then, Richie's breath was in short, shallow pants. his head was tilted back and cries were heard 
from his parted lips, as he too, thrusted along with Jon. He came only after a few more thrusts, gasping for 
breath. 

"Very good Richie," Jon murmured, stroking Richie's hair as he spoke. As his strength came back, Richie rolled 
Jon on his back and layed on top of him, a smile appearing from his lips. 


"Your turn Jonny." And when Richie entered, Jon breathed a sigh of happiness. 
"Oh baby!" Richie cried out, his thrusts instantly became urgent. 
"Richhhiiiieeee!" Jon cried in response, his body spazzing with tingling sensations as he felt his orgasm nearing. 


Digging his finger's in Richie's wavy hair, Jon mashed his mouth against his, his tongue forcing entry. The kiss 
left them breathless. Breaking away for air, Jon groaned and closed his eyes as Richie pounded into him harder. 
With a few last thrusts from Richie, Jon came with a long, drown out cry, his body shaking with exhaustion. 


Both men laid there, steadly panting, wrapped tightly in each others arms. Jon was the first to open his eyes. 
Richie, who was sprawled out on top of him, looked utterly beautiful. When Richie lifted his head up to look at 
him, Jon saw deep within those dark brown eyes, love and compassion. Richie fell asleep shortly after, his 
breaths calm and quiet. Feeling like he was on top of the world, Jon drifted off in a pleasant slumber, with a 


smile frozen on his lips. 


